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go the white man's way and we don't know that. So we can't even wake
them up in the morning. We try to teach them to go out and roll in the
snow the way we did when we were their age, but they won't do that.
They even cuss their parents out.
Well, it's no wonder it doesn't rain any more like it used to. The
reason that isn't a grass meadow any more but just a bunch of washes
isn't because we have too many sheep like the white people say. It's be-
cause these young boys aren't learning what they should and aren't doing
what they should. They even sing Night Way songs in the summer and
do those dances. We were taught that this would pack the ground so
hard that the grass would stop growing.
The following excerpts taken from the autobiography of a middle-
aged Navaho, who returned from school in 1906 at the age of about
twelve, indicate some of the difficulties schooling raised at that time.
This boy didn't know how to get home, and was staying with some
school friends twenty to thirty miles from where his family lived.
While some of the details would be different today, many would be
unchanged.
One day after that another man come. When he first came inside the
hogan, we was sitting there. He asked the people, "Who came back here
from school?" One of the men says, "These three here." "Which one is
living down at Marking-on-Rock?" I says, "Me." "Well," he says, "get
ready. I am after you." I had a suit case with me; I says that's all the load
I got, nothing else. He says, "Your father is just this side of Gallup this
morning. He sent me over here to get you." .". . When we come there
where my father was, there's three mens there and one woman. After I
shake hands with these people there, one of them was my father but I
didn't remember him.
. . . My father is living way back over here with my brother. We
stayed down there three days and then we start coming down this way to
Marking-On-Rock. Ride double again with my father. . . . Got to Mark-
ing-On-Rock just about sundown.
When I got home I seen my two sisters and my brother. I remember
my brother but my two sisters I forgot all about them.
My father has cornfield all fenced up with wooden fence. I seen some
very nice com there. Next day I start to hoe, hoed some corn with my
father. I learned some songs in the school from the other boys. When I
got right in the middle of the cornfield, start hoeing, start singing that
song there. That was my great mistake, to sing that song right in the
middle of the cornfield. Father says, "Whup, whup, don't you sing that